



THE HISTO R Y OF THE 


beetweene the kynge and them, and to brynge them to 
confufion, but it ihoulde not lye in hys power. And 
when heebeganne (as hee was a very well 1'poken manne) 
in goodly wife to excufe himfelf, they taryed not the 
ende of his aunfwere, but fhortely tooke him and putte 
him in warde, and that done, foorthwyth wente to 
horfebacke, and tooke the waye to Stonye Stratiorde. 
Where they founde the kinge with his companie readye 
to leape on horfebacke, and departe forwarde, to leaue 
that lodging for them, becaufe it was to flreighte for 
bothe coumpanies. And as fone as they came in his 
prefence, they lighte adowne with all their companie 
aboute them. To whome the duke of Buckingham 
faide, goe afore gentlemenne and yeomen, kepe yours 
rowmes. And thus in goodly arraye, thei came to the 
kinge, and on theire knees in very humble wife, falued 
his grace •, whiche receyued them in very ioyous and 
amiable maner, nothinge earthlye knowing nor miftruft- 
inge as yet. But euen by and by in his prefence, they 
piked a quarell to the lorde Richard Graye, the kynges 
other brother by his mother, fayinge that hee with the 
lorde marques his brother and the lorde Riuers his vncle, 
hadde coumpafled to rule the kinge and the realme, and 
to fette variaunce among the ftates, and to fubdewe and 
deftroye the noble blood of the realm. Toward the ac- 
coumplifhinge whereof, they fayde that the lorde Mar- 
ques hadde entered into the Tower of London, and 
thence taken out the kinges trealor, and lent menr.e to 
the fea. All whiche thinge thefe dukes wide well were 
done for good purpoles and neceffari by the whole coun- 
l'aile at London, failing that lommewhat thei mud fai. 
Vnto whiche woordes, the king aunfwered, what my 
brother Marques hath done I cannot faie. But in good 
faith I dare well aunfwere for myne vncle Riuers and 
my brother here, that thei be innocent or any Lch 
matters. Ye my liege quod the duke or Buckingham 
thei haue kepte theire dealing in thefe matters farre fro 
the knowledge of your good grace. And foorthwith 
thei arreded the lord Richarde and Sir Thomas Waughan 
knighte, in the kinges prefence, and bioughte the king 
and all backe vnto Northampton, where they tooke 
againe further counfaile. And there they fent awaie from 
the kinge whom it pleafed them, and fette newe 
feruantes aboute him, fuche as lyked better them than 
him. At whiche dealinge hee wepte and was nothing 
contente, but it booted not. And at dyner the duke of 
Glouceder fente a difhe from his owne table to the lord 
Riuers, prayinge him to bee of good chere, all fhould 
be well inough. And he thanked the duke, and prayed 
the meflenger to beare it to his ncphewe the lorde Ri- 
chard with the fame meflage for his comfort, who he 
thought had more nede of coumfort, as one to whom 
fuch aduerfitie was ftraunge. But himfelf had been al 
his dayes in vre therewith, and therfore coulde beare it 
the better. But for al this coumfortable courtefye of 
the duke of Gloucefter he fent the lord Riuers and the 
lorde Richarde with Sir Thomas Vaughan into the 
Northe countrey into diners places to priion, and after- 
ward al to Pomfrait, where they were in conclufion 
beheaded. 

A letter written with a cole by Sir Thomas More to 
hys doughter maiftres Margaret Roper, within a 
whyle after he was prifoner in the Towre. 

TtyT YNE own good doughter, our lorde be thanked 
X A I am in good helthe of bodye, and in good quiet 
of minde : and of worldly thynges I no more defyer 
then I haue. I beleche hym make you all mery in the 
hope of heauen. And fuch thynges as I fomewhat 
longed to talke with you all, concerning the worlde to 
come, our Lorde put theim into your myndes, as I 
trufte he dothe and better to by hys holy fpirite : who 
blefie you and preferue you all. Written wyth a cole 
by your tender louing father, who in hys pore prayers 
forgetteth none of you all nor your babes, nor your 
nudes, nor your good hufbandes, nor your good huf- 
bandes fhrewde wyues, nor your fathers fhrewde wyfe 
neither, nor our other frendes. And thus fare ve hartclv 
well for lacke of paper. 7 7 

Thomas More, knight* 


Two fhort ballettes which Sir Thomas More made for 
hys paftime while he was prifoner in the Tower off 
London. 

Lewys the loft louer. 

"pY flatering fortune, loke thou neuer fo fayre, 

^ Or neuer fo plefantly begin to fmile. 

As though thou wouldft my mine all repayre, 

During my life thou fhalt me not begile. 

Truft lhall I God, to entre in a while. 

Hys hauen or heauen fure and vniforme. 

Euer after thy calme, lake I for a ftorme. 

Dauy the dycer. 

T O N G was I lady Lucke your feruing man, 

And now haue loft agayne all that I gat, 

Wherfore whan I thinke on you nowe and than, 

And in my mynde remember this and that, 

Ye may not blame me though I befhrew your cat, 

But in fayth I blefle you agayne a thoufand times. 

For lending me now fome layfure to make rymes. 

At the fame time with Sir Thomas More lived Skelton, 
the poet laureate of Henry VIII. from whofe works it 
feems proper to infert a few ftanzas, though he cannot 
be laid to have attained great elegance of language. 

The prologue to the Bouge of Courte. 

Y N Autumpne whan the fonne in vyrgyne 
A By radyante hete enryped hath our corne 
Whan Luna full of mutabylyte 
As Emperes the dyademehath worne 
Of our pole artyke, fmylynge halfe in fcorne 
At our foly, and our vnftedfaftnefle 
T he time whan Mars to warre hym dyd dres, 

I callynge to mynde the greate auftoryte 
Of poetes olde, whiche full craftely 
Vnder as couerte termes as coulde be 
Can touche a trouth, and cloke fubtylly 
With fresfhe vtteraunce full fentencyoufly 
Dyuerfe in ftyle fome fpared not vyce to wryte 
Some of mortalitie nobly dyd endyte 

Whereby I rede, theyr renome and theyr fame 
Maye neuer dye, but euermore endure 
I was fore moued to a forfe the fame 
But ignoraunce full foone dyde me dyfeure 
And fhewed tjiat in this arte I was not fure 
For to illumine fhe fayd I was to dulle 
Aduyfynge me my penne awaye to pulle 
^ And not to wryte, for he fo wyll atteyne 
Excedyng ferther than his connynge is 
His heed maye be harde, but feble is brayne 
Yet haue I knowen fuche er this 
But of reproche furely he maye not mys 
That clymmeth hyer than he may fotinge haue 
What and he Hyde downe, who fhall hinffaue ? 

Thus vp and downe my mynde was drawen andeaft 
That I ne wyfte what to do was belle 
So fore enwered that I was at the Jafte 
Enforfed to flepe, and for to take fome refte 
And to lye downe as foone as I my drefte 
At Harwyche porte llumbrynge as I laye 
In myne holies houfe called powers keye 

Of the wits that flourifhed in the reign of Henry VIII. 
none has been more frequently celebrated than the eari 
of Surry ; and this hiftory would therefore have been 
imperfedt without fome fpecimens of his works, which 
yet it is not eafy to diftinguifh from thofe of Sir Thomas 
yat and others, with which they are confounded in the 
edition that has fallen into my hands. The three fir ft are, 

1 beheve, Surry 9 s ; the reft, being of the fame age, are fo 
lec ted, fome as examples of different meafures, and one as 
the old eft compofition which I have found in blank verfe. 
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Defcription of Spring, wherein eche thing renewes, 

only the lover. 

T™. foote feafon that bud, and bloome fourth bringe 

_ xr th L grene hathcladde thehyll, and eke the 
1 he Nightingal! with fethers new fhe finges ; 

I he turtle to her mate hath told her tale * 
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rale, 


Som< 




ENGLISH 

5omer is come, for every fpray now fprjnges. 

The hart hath hunge hys olde head on the pale. 
The bucke in brake his winter coate he fiyngts ; 
The filhes hete with newe repayred Icaie : 

The adder all her hough away (he flynges, 

1 he (wife fwallow purlueth the Ayes Imalle, 

The bufy bee her honey how flie mynges , 

Winter is worne that was the flour es bale. 


W Hen youth had led me half the race, 

That Cupides fcourge had made me runne * 

I looked back to meet the place, 

From whence my weary courfe begun ne i 
And then I faw howe my defy re 
Mifguiding me had led the waye, 

Myne eyne to greedy of theyre hyie. 

Had made me lofe a better prey. 

For when in lighes I lpent the day. 

And could not cloake my grief with game j 
The boy ling fmoke dyd tli 1 bewray, 

The prefent heat of fecret flame : 

And when 1a.lt teares do bayne my bread. 
Where love his pleafent traynes hath fown, 

Her beauty hath the fruytes oppreft, 

Ere that the buddes were fpronge and blownc. 

And when myne eyen dyd (till purlue, 

The flying chafe of theyre requeft > 

Theyre greedy looks dyd oft renew, 

The hydden wounde within my brefte. 

When every loke thefe cheekes might ftayne. 
From dedly pale to glowing red ; 

By outward fignes appeared playne. 

To her for helpe my hart was fled. 

But all to late Love learneth me, 

To paynt all kynd of Colours new ; 

To blynd theyre eyes that elfe fhould fee 
My fpeckled chekes with Cupids hew. 

And now the covert breft I clame. 

That worfhipt Cupide fecretely •, 

And nouriflied hys facred flame, 

From whence no blairing fparks do flye. 
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Defcripcion of the fickle Affedions, Pangs, and Sleightes 

of Love. 


S U C FI wayward wayes hath Love, that mod part 
in dilcord 

Our willes do ftand, whereby our hartes but feldom 
do accord : 

Decyte is hys delighte, and to begyle and mocke 
The Ample hartes which he doth ftrike with froward 
divers ftroke. 

He caufeth th’ one to rage with golden burning darte, 
And doth alay with Leaden cold, again the others harte. 
Whofe gleames of burning fyre and eafy fparkes of flame, 
In balance of unequal weyght he pondereth by ame 
From eafye ford where 1 myghte wade and pafs full well. 
He me withdrawes and doth me drive, into a depe dark 
hell : 

And me witholdes where I am calde and oflfred place. 
And willes me that my mortal foe I do befeke of Grace ; 
He lettes me to purfue a conqueft welnere wonne 
To follow where my paynes were loft, ere that my fute 
begunne. 

So by this means f know how foon a hart may turne 
From warre to peace, from truce to ftryfe, and fb 
agayne returne. 

I know how to content my felf in others luft. 

Of little ftuffe unto my felf to weave a webbe of truft : 
And how to hyde my harmes with foie dyffembling 
chere, 

Whan in my face the painted though tes would out- 
wardly appeare. 

I know how that the blond forfakes the face for dred. 
And how by fhame it ftaynes agayne the Chekes with 
fiamyng red : 

I know under the Grene, the Serpent how he lurkes : 
The hammer of the reftlefs forge I wote eke how it 
workes. 


A N G U A G E. 


I know and con by roate the tale that I woulde tell 
But ofte the woordes come fourth awrye ot him that 

loveth well. , n , „ 

I know in heate and colde the Lover how he makes. 

In f/nging how he doth complayne, in fleepmg how 
he wakes 

To lancniifli without ache, fickeleffe for to conlume, - 
A thoufand thynges for to devyfe, relolvynge or his 

fume ; r .. r 

And though he lyfte to fee his Ladyes Grace tull iore 

Such plealures as delyght hys Eye, do not his helthe 
reftore. 

I know to leke the trable of my defyred roe, . 

And fere to fynde that I do leek, but chiefly this * .mow. 
That Lovers muft transfourme into the thynge beloved * 
And live (alas! who would believe witn ipnte from 
Lyfe removed. 

I knowe in harry fighes and laughters of the fpleene. 

At once to chaunge my ftate, my will, and eke my co- 
lour clene. 

I know how to deceyve my felf wythe others helpe. 
And how the Lyon chaftifed is, by beatynge of the 
whelpe. 






I know how Love doth rage upon a yeylding mynde. 

How final le a nete may take and male a harte of gen- 
tle kynde : 

Or elfe with feldom fwete to feafon hepes of gall. 

Revived with a glymple of Grace old forrowes to let 
fall. 

The hydden traynes I know, and fecret fnares of Love, 

How foone a loke will prynte a thoughte that never may- 
remove. 

The flypper ftate I knew, the fodein turnes from 
welthe 

The doubtful! hope, the certaine wooe, and fure de- 
fp aired helthe. 


A praife of his ladie. 

4^ EVE place you ladies and be gone, 
Boaft not your felves at all. 

For here at hande approcheth one, 
Whofe face will ftayne you all. 

The vertue of her lively lookes 
Excels the precious flone, 

I wifhe to have none other bookes 
To reade or look upon. 

In eche of her two chriftail eyes, 
Smyleth a naked boy ; 

It would you all in heart fuffife 
To fee that lampe of joye. 

I think nature hath loft the moulde. 
Where fhe her fhape did take ; 

Or elfe I doubte if nature coulde 
So fayre a creature make. 

She may be well comparde 
Unto the Phenix kinde, 

Whofe like was never feene nor heard. 
That any man can fynde. 

In lyfe fhe is Diana chaft 
In trouth Penelopey, 

In woord and eke in dede ftedfaft ; 

What will you more we fay : 

If all the world were fought fo farre. 
Who could finde fuche a wifidit. 

Her beauty twinklcth lyke a ftarre 
Within the frofty night. 


]VT Y youthfull yeres are paft, 
X My joy full dayes are gone. 
My lyfe it may not laft. 

My grave anil I am one. 

My Myrth and joyes are fled. 
And I a Man in wo, 

Defirous to be ded, 

My mifciefe to forgo. 
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